[55]
laid down my life for it," He thought of animals - of the poor love of animals for the one thing they possess: a hole, a heap of straw, a rag in the corner of the kitchen, He reflected that this idea took you a long way, that it raised questions, " Perhaps when I get there, I shall need to open my box sometimes, just to have something to hold
on to,"
No, he was wrong, His thoughts straightened and shook off the caresses of melancholy, Jean had emerged from a trying period, His new life would be pleasant and spacious, Until the next trying time came ? But that was surely a long way off, When misfortunes are very far away in the distance, it seems like infinity, and the thermometer of anxiety registers zero.
How fine it was, a station shaking like that 1 " In three, and five makes eight-eight hours and a half, say nine hours at the most, I shall akeady have been, for several minutes, a Parisian."